How old were you when you first learned what your father did was borne of selfishness?
How old were you when you realized your mother could no longer see, nor read?
When did fairy tales first blot out objective reality?
At what date did you cease to exist?
What was the last original thought created by your experience?
Why did you allow that to happen?
Did it help?
Did your terminal laziness and sloth prove to be an advantage?
Does being a pawned tool increase your value and worth?
Do you recognize money to be intrinsically a farce orchestrated to the enslaved by the idiot many-armed piper dancing at universal center?
Have you traded the best, God-created drugs for the weakest facsimiles? 
Do you trade money for them?
How much time do you spend procuring these false amounts?
Do you believe Joel Osteen when he orders you to pray bigger prayers while wearing a suit of one color?
How old were you when you realized John Hagee and the average walrus were the same size, shape, and percentage of blubber?
What is the only way one can accomplish this?
Does competition promote freedom?
How old were you when your children first realized what you do is borne of selfishness and willful illiteracy?
When did you first accept the sacrament, gouging out your own eyes with your greasy, fatty fingers in an offering to obeisance?
How does it feel to be made of words instead of actions?
Does the lipidtine coating of hypocrisy connect every sensor constantly, issuing forth commandments to consume more?
Must you be commanded?
How old were you when you realized you no longer had hope?
What time is it now?
Who would you believe to tell you the truth?
Why?
For how long?
Are you loathsome tonight?
Do you feel anything or just a constant nothing?
Are you nothing?
What do you think my answer to that question is?

Why, your eyes, how they sparkle when they alight on my finger on the trigger.
You do not question why.
And neither do I. 
We are one. Perfection. Finally. Peace at last.